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PARLOUR COMPANION. 


Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 
Through all the regions of variety. Orwar. 
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MARY—.1 Fragment. ymother, “here is a gentleman of great 
knowledge, who is come to cure you. 

One of my botanical researches, led|She faintly endeavoured to smile, and 
me to the environs of a little village not|turned away her head. “ Mary,” con- 
far distant from town: on the top of a/tinued I, taking her hand, “ do not fan- 
hill I was met by a woman, apparently|cy your case hopeless; there may be a 
about forty, who attentively observed remedy for your disorder.” She raised 
my occupation. I perceived she wish-jher head, and fixed her eyes upon me. 
ed to speak with me, and without wait-/** In examining minutely the symptoms 
ing to divine her motive, I entered into,of your illness, I may doubtless find 
conversation with her. She then told|means to relieve you.” She again en- 
me she was véry unhappy, that she was|\deavourcd to smile, and with a gentle 
on the point of losing her only daughter,|jeffort withdrew her hand trom mine. 
whem she loved more than herself; that|Her mother left the room. I no not 
this beloved child was very ill, and had|know what sentiment had taken posses- 
been pronounced by the physicians in-|sion of ine, but I hastily paced the room, 
curable. ‘She then with tears entreated|and my imagination was filled with wild 
me not to refuse her my assistance.jand unconnected ideas. This young 
To deny her would have been impossi-|girl greatly interested me; I again ap- 
ble; and why should I rob her of a mo-|proached her, and sat down. I heard 
ments hope? that barren yet enchanting |her breath a sigh, I again took her hand 
compensation for months spent in tears|and pressed it. * Mary,” said I, placing 
and suspence. jit on her heart, “ It is there you suf 





ffer.” 

I followed her across the flowery|With a calm melancholy she lowered 
heath, and along the blooming hedges, jher eyelids; their lashes were still wet 
until we arrived at the hamlet; she then|with tears. “* You love,” added I, ina 
pointed out her cottage to me; I enter-|/low voice. Her bosom heaved, she 
ed, and beheld her daughter reclining’! gently slid her fingers within the lovely 
on a clean little bed in one corner of jauburn curls which shaded her forchead, 
the room. She was leaning on her arm; jand endeavoured to hide her face. With 
her looks were haggard, her cheeks|a chaste interest I passed my arm round 
flushed and burning, and her lips were|her waist; she spoke, but in such low 
livid. She appeared not more than six-jaccents they could scarcely reach iny 
teen; her features were not criticallyear— It is not he,” she said— No, it 
handsome, but her countenance had ajis not he,” answered I; “ but will he 
mild expression, which would have/not return?” Mary shook her head. 
given an irresistable charm even to an|* Perhaps you will see him to-morrow.” 
ordinary face. ‘ Mary,” said herjShe uttered an hy sterical laugh, her 
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eyes appeared dry, but her heart wept. 
I feared I had increased her grief. She 
looked at me, and I could not refrain 
from shedding tears; one remained on 


my cheek; she wiped it With the back of 
* You are very happy,”) pleased, formed a hasty and imprudent 


her hand. 
she said, “I thought you wept;”’ and 
then observing me attentively, she ad- 
ded—* I could love you, for you are 
surely an angel.” —* Tell me your hap- 
less tale,” faultered on my lips, but the 
words died away unuttered; I did not 
need a painful explanation to give her 
my pity;—she already possessed it. 
(To be continued. ) 
—ptquee 


“THE FLOWER OF LOVE. 


°Tis said the rose is Love’s own flow’r, 
Its blush so bright, its therns so many; 
And winter on its bloom has pow’r, 
But has not on its sweetness any. 
For tho’ young Love’s etherial rose 
Will droop on ages wintry bosom, 
Yet still his faded leaves disclose 
The fragrance of their earlier blossom. 


Bat, ah! the fragrance lingering there, 

Is like the sweets that mournful duty 
Bestows, with sadly soothing care, 

To deek the grave of Bloom and Beauty. 
For when its leaves are shrunk and dry, 

Its blush extinct, to kindle never, 
That fragrance is but memory’s sigh, 

That breathes of Pleasures past forever. 
Why did not Love the amaranth chuse, 

That bears no thorns, and cannot perish? 
Alas! no sweets its flowers diffuse, 

And only sweets Love’s life can cherish; 
Bvt be the rose and amaranth twin’d, 

And Love their mingled powers assuming, 
Shall round his brows a chaplet bind, 

Forever sweet, forever bicoming. 
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MOTHERLESS MARY. 
( Concluded.) 


Mr. Morley, happy in finding such from her door unrelieved. 


'her to happiness and distinction. Char- 
‘lotte Bouverie heard of her good fortune 
with an envy that she strove to conceal, 
}and determining to let the world see, 
‘that she could get a husband if she 


sconnexion with a man of extravagant 
habits, and unprincipled morals; the 
consequence was such as might havc 
been expected from such a union; he 
‘strove to repair his shattered finances, 
iby an appeal to Doctors Commons; 
pocketed the penalty of iniquity, and 
lleft his wife to linger out the remnant 
lof her wretched existence in poverty 
land disgrace. Mrs. Bouverie, deeply 
/atfected by herdeughter’s disgrace, found 
consolation only in the grateful and 
soothing attention of Mary; who, when 
‘she gave hef hand to Bouverie, and 
| took possession of that mansion, as mis- 


itress, which she had once entered a poor 


‘| dependant orphan, insisted on her for- 


imer benefactress residing with her, and 
| allotted to her use a spacious suite of 
| apartments, and a few Select servants, 
\which, by being entirely at her com- 
mand, would take off any degree of re- 
straint which she might possibly feel in 
her present change of circumstances; 
for, to assist her unworthy child, Mrs. 
Bouverie had parted with her house in 
town, and deprived herself of every 
thing but a scanty maintenance. 

The day on which Bouverie came of 
age, was a joyful day to his tenants and 
domestics; for Mary, having known 
the bitters of adversity, considered it 
her duty to assist, as far as was in her 
power, the distresses of others; there- 
fore, they were never disregarded by her; 
nor did the friendless orphan ever go 
As mode- 





an elegible match for his daughter,|Tate and unpresuming in affluence, as 
readily permitted Bouverie to address|She had been humble and forbearing in 
her, and Mary listened to his proposals poverty, her virtues shone more con- 
with that delicacy and candour which|spicuous by being placed in a stronger 
had ever distinguished her character;| light; and Bouverie had every reason to 
while in secret, she blessed Providence,|¢xult in the disinterestedness of his 
which had thus wonderfully made the choice, in having overlooked the distinc- 


artince of one who wished to work he 


ruin, prove the very means of exalting ons upon Motherless Mary. 
i 


rjtion of wealth, and bestowed his affec- 
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SONG. 


How bright the sun’s declining rays 
Glitter on yon ivied spire! 
How sweet the evening zephyr plays 
Through yon old trees that seem on fire? 
Beneath those trees how oft Pve stray’d 
With Many, rapture in mine eyes! 
But now, alas! beneath their shade, 
All that remains of Mary lies. 


Oh! can I e’er the scene forget?— 
*T was such an evening—this the place, 
When first the lovely girl I met, 
And gaz’d upon her angel face, 
The W est, at Sol’s departure blush’d, 
And brighten’d to a crimson hue; 
Her cheek with kindred tints was flush’d, 
And, ah! her sun was sinking too! 


She died:—and at that very hour 
Hope broke her wand, and pleasure fled! 
The dream of life has lost its power— 


| 
| 
‘The enchantress of my days is dead! | 


That sun, those scenes where oft I’ve stray’d 
Transported—lI no longer prize; 

For now, beneath yon yew tee’s shade, 
All that remains of Mary hes. 


2 oo 


Courtly prejudices at Morocco. 


Some of the etiquettes of his majesty| 


of Morocco’s court are rather whimsi- 
cal; therefore, perhaps the more neces- 
sary to be known. The negative par- 
ticle m9, in plain terms must never be 
used. It must be put it some circuit- 
ous phrascology. 
same uncourtly predicament. Live, 
which is supposed to convey an impre-| 
cation, must be expressed by four and! 
one, which would appear to vulgar cal-| 
culators to amount to much the same 
thing—As to the dreadful word, death 
it must neither be used nor alluded to;!| 
and if, in conversation, any subject, is| 
unfortunately started w hich might indi-} 
rectly lead towards it, the turning the 
disc ourse in a delicate way, and reliev- 
ing the company from their embarrass-| 
ment, is considered the very summit of 
good breeding and refinement; and the! 
tact of the person who has had the dis- 


cretion to turn away the bolt, is the], 


theme of, expatiation, 
—2 ea 
THE QUEEN OF NIGHT. 


The Queen of Night rode bold and high, 
Her path was bright with stars, 
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slack is aterm in the! 


t Her cheek was sanguine, and her eye 
Glane’d on the blood-stain’d Mars. 


No word she spake, no sign she made, 
Save that her head she bow’d, 

As if a cold good night she bade 
To some departing cloud. 


A fleecy robe was loosely cast 
Around her graceful form, 

She hid her forehead from the blast, 
Hoarse herald of the storm. 


But soon she stay’d her rushing car, 
And eheck’d her rapid rem, 

For Morn beheld her from afar, 
And frown’d upon her train. 


The Queen of Night and rosy Morn, 
‘Together might not dwell; 

One came to raise the slumbering dawn, 
The other sought her cell. 





—2 +e 





| One of the most natural and general 
wishes of mankind is, for distinction 
and eminence—lIt is indeca, as obser- 
ved the Roman satirist, a pleasant thing 
to be marked out for honourable notice. 
During the whole season of instruction, 
‘this stimulus to diligence is applied ta 
the human mind; it awakens the dor- 
mant powers of childhood, and calls 
forth all the energy of incipient man- 
hood—So far as the principle acts in 
producing diligence, and promoting 
jmtellectual 1 improvement, it is good; but 
this 1 is not the case inevery mind. There 
are numbers who fold their hands in 
“| idleness, and please themselves with the 
vain expectation of acquiring honours 
jjand distinction, for which they made 
no effort. So far, perhaps, as may re- 
gard immediate circumstances, a very 
moderate share of thought may prev ent 
|misconception—But looking forward 
into human life, they can revel in all the 
sweets of anticipation, and promise 
themselves some future distinctions, 
which shall — for all that is 
wanting at present. Lifted up by these 

vain and false hopes, the mind is absorb- 
ed in the conte mplation of some future 
good, and suffers the present moment 
ito languish in idle speculation, and pass 
unimproved. In the anticipation of the 
jend, the means are forgotten or neglect- 











oo sate 


; 
Te Bee oT ee | 
F Ps ae ae 











THE PARLOUR COMPANION, 











! 


ed—and while blessing themselves inpteuite us both, had nota taste for parade and show 
hope, by that very indulgence destrov deemed it insufficient. Looking to splender as the 


J : only source of happiness in the married state, and 
the basis on which those hones are | certain of his affections, I amused myself, notwith- 


founded—Thus where there may be}! standing the reproaches of his friends, with fualla. } 
ground of hope, it may be rendered by ||cious hopesof his acquiring wealth in his profession, 

one that is void of understanding—vain| During that period, be greatly distinguished him. 

“es self, and obtained preferment; but not treasure. 

and false. Another five years passed away in like manner, he 

~—o— thirsting for glory and I tor riehes, until at length, 

. ‘ jmaking a desperate sortie, at the head of his met 

THE TRIBUNAL OF CELIBACY. ‘ shot cone and cast his body on the ground, a life. 

AsT set in my study wrapt in deep thought on less trunk. T have only to add,” said she, while her 

the causes and conse juences of celibacy among the! vorce was checked with sobs, ** that the torments of 

) fair sex, and on the best scheme for its prevention,|remorse at having, through my avarice, lost so wor- 

bE, snd cure, my.eyelids beeame insensibly sealed in||thy a lover, a few years after broke my heart; and N ( 

“ soft sleep’s profoundly pleasing power,” and me.-iil present my self before you, O mighty Hymen, care- “ 



























































Hi thought I was conveyed to an island under the domi- j!ess of my doom.” Here the whole court, justly ir- = 
nion of the Paphian queen, in which the roads lead -|/ritated at her meanness and duplicity, sent ber away, 
ing to a temple dedicated to Hymeu were choaked jand condemned her to the decripitude of a miser, é 
wp with anxious passengers. My anxiety became juring a long period of existence, in the world she ; 
aE much excited at the scene before me, and I en-|jcame from. 
re" quired of a person near me the cause of all this (To be continued.) I] 
bustle sodimpatient efforts to proceed—“ You must a peat 
be, indeed, a strangerin these parts,” replied my : . 
informer “not to know that to day Hymen sits in HOPE. a | 
judgment upon some antiquated and single fe-|Oh, why should we seek to anticipate sorrow, love 
males, whom Charon has been for some time fer-|| By throwing the flow’r of the present away; has 
rying from the opposite shore—we are, therefore,|| And gather the black rolling clouds of to-morrow stan 
anxious to know, whether they are to participate | To darken the generous sun of to-day! fect 
in the delights of Elysium, Or to be consigned to 
Hades, disgraced and punished. Follow me, aod 1) How often we brood over misery madly, to a 
will conduct you to the hall of audience ” Treadily!| Till we murder the hope that was sent to inspire; diffe 
2 aceepted his invitation, and on enteringa saloon, be-| And pleasure grown old and decrepid, turns sadly wer 
at beld upon a throne the Genius of Marriage. On his; ‘To shake his gray locks o’er the tomb of his sire. hers 
right aud left hands were seated Venus and Cupid, |! . ; 
and before him were arraigned several females,) Cherish Hope, and tho’ life by affliction be shaded, muc 
tf whose condnet in the mortal state was now becom.|| Still his ray shall shine lovely and guild the scene she 
ing the subject of disenussion—Silence being with no} o’en ever 
Bttle difficulty obtained, Truth touched the first cul-/ Like the tlew-drop that glistens the leaves when it be 
prit with her wand, who began her econtession as'| they’re faded, : 
fallows:--“* My name is Grace Gay love; my parents | As bright and as clear as it glisten’d before. olde 
were rie and noble; | was fluttered by the other | of tl 
sex, anid envied by my own. | was the life of every i the 


company I visited, and I had more saitors than any] A gentleman cbserved to a married 
Z . > . ne s | . 

girl of my years. At various periods of my life lL) friend that he thought him very much 

had many good offers of marriage, which from aio be pitied, since his wife only returned 


god! 
has 


= ¥ > ai rod dis “rt rded, forgettir giiys , , 
love of sway and power, ! diureganied, lorgetinginin, hatred and contempt for all the my 
that every passing day robbed me Of some beauty Ihy ‘ > whi 
and attractioun— till at length my admirers marry ing) kindness he continually lavished on her. . a 
girls young enongh to be my daughters, Death took |* ‘Chen replied the husband, she is more 

i me froro the rw the ane ~ y ,aud sent Mel eg be pitied than I am: for I have always b as 

‘ for tri aving finished her narrative, al} . : MM: 
<iimtery A garired ate” = ’ | fore my eves a woman I adore, while 
pry of bewitehing young Hebes found her guilty of!) / scen 


eontumacy to the God of Love; and Hymen con. She only beholds continually aman whom ‘Lo 
demned her to revisit Mortality, and to witness for| she detests, a 
ale space of tem years longer, the total decay ol aS 



















ose eharms th, in the desire of conquest she sa cael : : . lead 

wb me ov pee me : mt ; ‘it ol : | Society in poverty is better than soliiude in wealth; 

od sate ver away in celibae 1 et} tud | : 

bad safieres o ae " dihad ot the tar. eee but solitude and poverty together, it is scarely in to t 
» next female who was placed : J as ) 

Wat st - = “ ; x rags J} “pte human nature to tolerate. her 
éme who evidentiy laboured under much embarras-) shi tein’ vad 
ment. Her name was Camilla. “1 have only,” said) — spea 
she. “to thank myself for the contempt whieh I} *,* THE PUBLICATION OFFICE of this work ly p 

, a i . ' 
now acutely experience. At the age of twenty Tis at No. 193, Lombard-siveet. The terms of sub- next 
fell in love with Henry, a young soldier of courage |scription are thirty-seven and a half cents per guar- ed 
° ; . 






end enterprise, but of no fortune; yet L bad sufli-jer, payable in advance. 
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